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US' uf l J t i ' f "I " i jlli 11 ' 

Room, boys, room, by the light of the, moon, For why shouldn’t every man en. 




That spring, half choked up by the dust of the road, 

Through a grove of tall maples once limpidly flowed; 

By the rock whence it bubbles his kettle was hung, 

Which their sap often filled, while the hunter he sung, 

“The world's wide enough, &c. 

4. 

And still sung the hunter—when one gloomy day 
He saw in the forest what saddened his lay, 

'Twas the rut 'which a heavy wheeled wagon had made, 
Where the greensward grows thick in the broad forest glade— 
“The world’s wide enough, &c. 

He whistled to his dog, and says he,“We can't stay; 

I must shoulder my rifle, up traps, and away.” 

Ne.\t day, mid those maples, the settler’s axe rung, 

While slowly the hunter trudged off as lie sung, 

“The world’s wide enough, &c. 
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